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AND 


Other P IE CES never r before prime . 
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| To which is added, | 


A ColtzeriOn of ſuch as are cele- 
brated for Wit, Humour or Entertain- 7 
ment; ſpoke at the Theatres or at pri- f 
vate Plays, with ſeveral curious and en- 
tertaining Pix exs not to be ound in 


any other COLLECTION. 


Moſt humbly inſerided 


| To all "IO of theatrical Diverſion, whether 
Boos, Bucks, Joyous SriRiTs, 7 


HownesT FELLOWS, SMARTS, JESS A- 


MIES, JEMMIES, BEAUS and FRIBBLES, | 
but more in particular to the ä 


of SUOUTERS. 


LOND O N. 


_* NosTzz-Row, at the RovAL-EXcnhAxeR, and at 
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regard the quantity more than the quality, 


unleſs there be ſomething of novelty to recom— 
mend it (which at preſent bears a very high price:) 
In compliance therefore to the reigning taſte, I 
| have here endeavoured to gratify ſuch readers, 
| who, regardleſs of ſenſe or wit are ever ſeeking 
after ſomething new. P 


3 To judge of books (ſuch I mean as the pre» 
| ſent age ſo much abounds in) requires but a ſmall 
ſhare of diſcernment, as it is obvious by their 


being ſo. very thin and the large character in which 


they are printed, (though theſe faults, great. 's 


they are, would not be heeded were it made. up 
in quality, but in this, alas! they are as much 


_ deficient.) In ſhort, the chief end for which 
they are intended is to get the penny, and to amuſe 


* 


thoſe faſhionable readers who can reliſh nothing 


but what is entirely new, 


Perhaps by what I have ſaid it may be 


by diſclaiming againſt ſuch practices I ſtand in 
need of an apology for following them myſelf, 
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and that the following ſheets are calculated for 
the abovementioned purpoſe---but I can aſſure the 
reader that I diſclaim any ſuch views, and to con- 
_ vince him to the contrary, I ſhall take the liberty 
of acquainting for whom, and for what end, they 
RSS 7-7 + 


[ay 


This, though the title ſufficiently explains it, 
. as ſome may be ſtrangers to the characters, 
I ſhall take the liberty of inſerting from the Ad- 

venturer a letter, which will inform them of the 
ſeveral degrees there mentioned, in 


| The life of NoMENTANUS. 


—_— a long lank head of hair, and an un- 
fal 


ionable ſuit of drab coloured cloth, would 


have denominated me a GREEN HORN, or, in 


other words, a country put very green. 


Green, then, I continued even in externals, 


near two years; and in this ſtate I was the object 
af univerſal contempt and derifion : but being at 
length wearied with merriment and inſult, I was 


| MY father was a wealthy farmer in Yorkſhire; 
and when I was near eighteen years of age, 
he brought me up to London and put me apprentice 
to a conſiderable ſhopkeeper in the city. There 
was an aukward modeſt ſimplicity in my manner, 
and a reverence of religion and virtue in my con- 
verſation, The novelty of the ſcene that was 
no placed before me, in which there were innu⸗ 
merable objects that I never conceived to exiſt, 
rendered me attentive and credulous; peculiarities, 
which, without a provincial accent, a ſlouch in 
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very ſedulous to aſſume the manners and ap- 

pearance of thoſe, who in the ſame ſtation were 
better treated. I had already improved greatly 

in my ſpeech; and my father having allowed me 

thirty pounds a year for apparel and pocket money, 

the greater part of which I had faved, I beſpoke 

a ſuit of cloaths of an eminent city taylor, with 

| ſeveral waiſtcoats and breeches, and two frocks 

| for a change: I cut off my hair, and procured a 


tom, which I wore very nicely combed, and with- 

cut powder: my hat, which had been cocked 
wich great exactneſs in an equilateral 9 1 
diſcarded, and purchaſed one of a more faſhion- 


able ſize, the fore corner of which projected near 
two inches further than thoſe on each ſide, and 
: was moulded into the ſhape of a ſpout: I alſo fur- 
niſhed myſelf with a change of white thread 


niſhed every morning with the new German black» 
ing ball, and when I went gut carried in my hand 
a little ſwitch, which, as it has been long appen- 
diant to the character that I had 
taken the ſame name, and is — 


with my dreſs; I was ſtill modeſt and diffident, 
temperate and ſober, and conſequently ſtill ſub- 
ject to ridicule : but I was now admitted into 


| by the ruſticity of my appearance; I was rallied 


* 


FR 


brown bob perriwig of W1LDIiNG-juſt of the fame 
colour, with a ſingle row of curls round the bot- 


ſtockings, took care that my pumps were var- 


juſt aſſumed, has 
lled a JEMMY. 


I foon perceived the advantage of this transfor- 
mation. My manner had not, indeed, kept pace 


company, from which I had before been excluded 


and encouraged by turns; and I was inſtructed 
both by precept and example. Some offers wes 
to er Wore dl made 


K 


made of carrying me me to a houſe of private 


entertainment, which then I abſolutely refuſed ; 


| but I ſoon found a way into the playhouſe, to ſee 
the two laſt acts and the farce: here I learned that 
by breaches of chaſtity no man was thought to 

incur either guilt or ſhame; but that on the con- 


trary, they were eſſentially neceſſary to the cha- 


racter of a fine gentleman. I ſoon copied the o 
. Tiginal, which 1 found to be univerſally admired,. 


in my morals, and made ſome farther approaches 


to it in my dreſs: I ſuffered my hair to grow long 


enough to comb back over the foretop of my wig, 


which, when I fallied forth to my evening amuſe- 
ment, I changed to a queũe; I tied the collar of 
my ſhirt with half an ell of black ribbon, which. 
appeared under my neckloth; the fore corner of 
my hat was conſiderably elevated and ſhortened, 
Jo that it no longer reſembled a ſpout, but the 
corner of a minced pye-; my waiſtcoat was edged 


with a narrow lace, my ſtockings were filk, and 
I never appeared without a pair of clean ploves. 


My addreſs, from its native maſculine plainneſs, 
was converted to an exceſs of ſoftneſs and civility, 
eſpecially when I ſpake to the ladies. I had be- 
fore ſome progreſs in learning to ſwear: I | 
had proceeded by fegs, faith, pox, plague, 'pon 
foul, rat it, and zockers, to 


my life, *pon my 


___zauns and the divill. I now advanced to by ove, 
fore ged, geds curſe it, and demme : but I till 


uttered theſe interjeQicns in a tremulous tone, and 


my pronunciation was feminine and vicious. 1 
was ſenſible of my defects, and, therefore, ap- 


plied_ with great diligence to remove them, I 


frequently practiced alone, but it was a long time 
before I could ſwear ſo much to my own ſatisfac- 


tion 


MEN to dance, which greatly enlarged my ac- 
quaintance; ] entered into a ſubſcription for 
country dances once a week at a tavern, where 
ſame time I made conſiderable advances in ſwear- 
ing; I could pronounce damme with a tolerable 
air and accent, give the vowel its full found, and 


pounds in cloaths, though I was obliged to go in- 


was a Toledo; and in proportion as I knew my 


I was attended, flattered, and careſſed; was often 


_ tavern, and went home in a chair; was taken no- 
tice of in public places, and was univerſally con- 


Ck __ 7” | 
tion in company, as by myſelf, My labour, ho- 
ever, was not without its reward; it recommend 
ed me to the notice of the ladies, and procured 

me the gentle appellation of IE SGAM Tr. . 


I now learned among other GRown GEN TEE 
each gentleman engaged to bring 3 partner : at the 


look with confidence in the face of the perſon to 
whom I ſpoke. About this time my father's elder 


brother died, and left me an eſtate of near five 

hundred pounds per annum. I now out 
the remainder of my time: and this ſudden ac- 
ceſſion of wealth and independence gave me im- 
mediately an air of greater confidence and free- 


dom. I laid out near one hundred and fifty 
to aqua, 5 I employed a court taylor to make 
them up; I exchanged my queie for a bag; I 
put on a ſword which, in appearance at leaſt, 


dreſs to be elegant, I was leſs follicitous to be 
neat. My acquaintance now increaſed every hour; 


Invited to entertainments, ſupped every night at a 


feſſed to be improved into a SMART, 
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to roar out with a friend hanging on my arm as 
we ſcoured the ſtreet after our nocturnal revel. 


I now laboured with indefatigable induſtry to in- 
_ creaſe theſe acquiſitions: I enlarged my ſtock of 
| healths; made great progreſs in ; nec joking, 

andi ſtory telling; ſwore well; could make a com- 

Y | pany of -ſtaunch topers drunk; always collecting 

= the reckoning, and was the laſt man that departed. 

| My -face 'began 'to be covered with red pimples, 
and-my eyes to be weak; I became daily more 
"negligent of my dreſs, and more blunt in my 
manner; I profeſſed myſelf a foe to ſtarters and | 
milkſops, declared that there was no enjoyment 
equal to that of a bottle and a friend, and ſoon 
gained the appellation of an HonesT FELLow. 


By this diſtinction I was animated to attempt 
yet greater excellence: I learned ſeveral feats of 
mimickry of the under players, could take off 
known characters, tell a ſtaring ſtory, and hum- 


bug with ſo much ſkill as ſometimes to take in a 


knowing one. I was fo ſucceſsful in the practice 
of - theſe arts, to which, indeed, I applied myſelf 
with unwearied diligence and afliduity, that I 
kept my company roaring with applauſe, till their 

voices ſunk by degrees, and they were no __ 
: 155 able 


There were ſome intervals in which T found it 
neeeſſary to abſtain from wenching; and in theſe, 
- at whatever riſque, I applied myſelf to the bottle: 
A habit of drinking came inſenſibly upon me, and 
Il was ſoon able to walk home with a bottle and a 

pint. I had learned a ſufficient number of faſn- 
zonable toaſts, and got by heart ſeveral toping and 
ſeveral bawdy ſongs, ſome of which I ventured 
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all theſe 


\ 


1 


able to laugh, becauſe they were no longer able 


either to hear or to ſee. I had now aſcended ano—- 


cer ſcale in the climax; and was acknowledged 
| by all who knew me, to be a Joyous SPIRIT. 


After all theſe topics of merriment were ex- 


| haufted, and I had repeated my tricks my ſtories 


my jokes and my ſongs till they grew wmſipid, 1 


became miſchievous; and was continually devi- 
ſing and executing FRoLICKs, to the unſpeakable 


delight of my companions, and the injury of o- 
thers. For many of them I was proſecuted, and 
Rory obliged to pay large damages: but I bore 

oſſes with an air of jovial indifference, I 
puſhed on in my career, 1 was more deſperate in 


proportion as I had leſs to loſe ; and being Sorrred- 


from no miſchief by the dread of its conſequences, 


I was ſaid to run at all, and complimented with 
{ the name of Buck. Adventurer vol. iii. p. 25 1. 


As I could not myſelf give a better deſcription 


| than the above, I ſhall only beg pardon for tire- 


ing the patience of ſuch who are already acquaint- 


ed with, and have experienced the ſcenes of life 


there mentioned, it being to them of no uſe or 
very little entertainment. DR e 


As to the character of the SPOUTERS, ſee 
Mr. Murphy's Apprentice, or the new comic farce 
called the Spouter, or the Double Revenge. 
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| Suppoſe a band of critics in the pit 


4 Pa OLOGUE never r before printed. 


EH OLD me VI deputed from the reſt, 
T* apologize for all, and ſtand the Teſt, 
Or ſtem the torrent of the critic's ſpleen, 

| *T wixt them and you 'tis I muſt intervene. 
Truly, quoth I, methinks 'tis no way fit; 


|} Should hiſs, and with their ſticks make mighty rout? 

| Suppoſe us no ſuppoſes, you mult out, 

And try to bring them all t accept with grace 

1 Go, for you have a ** face) 
| What 


Xt 2 3 
| What here we 88 crave their candour to us, 
Tell em, their want of A. will ſure undo us: 
Piſh ! what can I fay? Say! juſt what you pleaſe; 
Salute them thus, and j in ſuch words as theſe | 
Addreſs them! -----= 4-4 
Fou, who this circle thus ſo ſplendid grace, | 
| 


4 Tis your's to give a luſtre to this place; ol 
And as you are the connoiſſeurs in wit, | 
As far as your great judgment ſhall think 35 
To which at all times humbly we ſubmit. 
Deign but to ſmile on our intended taſk, 
Say that you're pleas'd, tis all that we ſhall aſk: 
As yet untaught in the theatric. ſkill, 155 
« To brandiſh words and actions at our will, 
. As yet unpractis'd in the buſkin rage, 
« Th heroic ſtrut, and ſwagger of the ſtage; 
We but attempt, and if ſucceſs but crown 
Our free endeavours, we ſhall frankly. own 
Our grateful tribute, where tis juſtly due, | 
To this bright audience of the judging few.” | 
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3 7 be following Bernsen wrote by Mr. 
„ Rowe for the laſt benefit the great Mr. 


Mrs. Barry, having Mr. Betterton on ber 
rigbt hand, between herſelf and Mrs. 
Bracegirdle, not being very common can- 
of: | fail of meeting the univerſal recep- 


| Betterton ever had, which was ſpoke by 


tion 1 could wiſh————Therefore ſhall 
1 mate no Further 2 jor A, ho it 
8 
n | AS ſome. | ER knights, who once with ſpear | 
_ _—_ Ra | 
ue, | Had ſought renown in many a well-fought field, 


few.” | No longer now with ſacred fame inſpir'd, 
Was to ſome peaceful hermitage retir'd; 
There, if by chance, diſaſtrous tales he hears 
Of matrons wrongs, and captive virgins tears, 
le feels ſoft pity urge his generous breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the diſtreſt. 

| Buckled in mail he allies on the plain, 

And turns him to the feats of arms again: 

} So we, to former leagues of friendſhip true, 
| . Have bid once more our peaceful homes adieu, \ 


To aid old Thomas, and to pleaſure you. J 


B 2 Like 


Why are the Muſes labours caſt away? 


t+1 


g Like e errant damfels boldly we engage, 
Arm' d as you ſee, for the defenceleſs ſtage. 


Time was, when this good man no help did lack, x 


And ſcorn'd that any She ſhould hold his back; 
But now, fo age and frailty have ordain'd, 
By two at once he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd. 


Lou ſee what failing nature brings man to! \ | 


| 
Though old, you find his ſtrength is not clean the | 


But yet let none inſult, for ought we know, 
She may not wear ſo well with ſome of you. 


But, true as ſteel, he's mettle to the laſt. 


Yet now he gives you all that's in his pow'r, | 
What can the youngeſt of you all do more? 


It better he perform d in days of yore, * | 


Shall haply be a theme in times to come, 
As now we talk of Roſcrus and of Rome. 
| Had you withheld your favours on this night, 


What he has been, tho” preſent praiſe be dumb, } 


Old Shakefpear's ghoſt had riſen to do him right; | 


With indignation had you ſeen him frown, 


Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs town; :4 


Griev'd and repining you had heard him fay, | [ 


Or why did I write what only he could play? 4 
But ſince, like friends to wit, thusthrong'd you merh 
Go on, and make the generous work cempleat. | 
Be true to merit, and ſtill own his cauſe, |} 
Find ſomething for him more than bare applauſe. , 
In juft remembrance of your pleaſures paſt, | 
Be kind, and give him a diſcharge at laſt. 


een 


ck | 


In peace and eaſe life's remnant let him wear, 
35 And — his conſecrated buſkin here. 


$92290009000995995999 
” An Er1L0Guz * at a private play. 
F* AI TH well enough ——' A hart jolt * now 


Told us our friends were of a patient kind; 


; Replies the other --- No, dear fir, not I, 
Yet by each other though you're all admird, 
That is no proof but th'audience may be tir d. 


| You've ſeen good vlays moſt ir murder d here, 


Ly 


behind, 


Patient! eries one, and cocking fierce his hat, 

Death, hell and zounds, ſir, — do you mean 
by that* . 

Dare you the merit of our why deny? 


Fearing his obſervation might be true, 
Pm come to aſk that queſtion now of you. 


What, are ye weary, firs? --- - egad, tis ſo, 


Silence is ſignal of conſent you know --- _ 
Well, faith you're rightly ſery'd --- how oft, this 


year, 


Swore ev'ry time, you'd come no more, but when 
Another's rais'd, we ſee you here again. 


— — this growing evil, 
For by my ſoul, this ſpouting | is the evil; - 
33 3 I 


r 6 1 
L woll ſociety, and *tis not fair, 
To Jole a. good companion for a 1 


The other day one would not let me paſs, 


: But, pr ithee P aul — pſhaw-— — come take 


à glaſs; 


 Agreed---P II pledge th he'd ta'en a "I 1 


But as Macbeth when Banguo's ghoſt comes up; 
Like a ſtuck pig he ſtares, and trembling ſtands, 


Down drop the glaſs, and bottle from his hands: : 


The frighted waiter ſaw his tackle broke, 
As this his attitude and thus he ſpoke 
 Theu canſt not ſay I did it bloody Banquo! 

| n the 2 my jour T can * 


The bs clerk his aku 8 will to 8 


; Who ſpouts Lothario- when he ſhould engrols; 


All on a ſudden from his writing ſtops, 
My fierce ambitious ſoul declining droops ; “ 


His ſimple codger, by---cries, hat's the matters 
Tom's in a fit here---Betty---quick---ſome water. | 
Nor is this art to houſe, or home confin d, 
We ſtorm i'th' ſtreets, and bellow to the wind. | 


Stentor roar'd out one day down Drury - lane, 
Ell call thee Father, King, or Royal Dane. 
A porter bleſt with impudence and eaſe, 


.= f. be dunn 4 » fir--=call me what you pleaſe... | 
| Cautious | 


— 
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Ct to clue your man, ye odccnieg fairy 15 
HE: Above the reſt us ſons of noiſe beware. 

*Tis not long ſince a Femmy of our art, 
Anxious to teach his girl a woman's part, 
At length prevail'd; the fond conſenting maid, 1 
(When Betty and papa were gone to bee) | 
_—y her lover to her room convey 'd.. 


When he, lo full of *** not bear 


To breath ſoft loving whiſpers in her ear, 


But 'ſtead of dying raptur'd in her arms, 


Theſe * a hundred RY that I could tell, 


At various times poor buſkins have befel, 


Raves a long bombaſt ſpeech---about her charms, 
Till bawling loud, and ſtamping on the floor, , 

Comes Dad in's night-gown,tothe chamberdoor; > 
. Detect the girl, and * the whole amour. 


And yet not one will mend, or change the frames ; 


What you mult do to buy the public peace? 


1 The way to quell us murderers of verſe, 
Is this, to fly the place where we rehearſe; 


Still we take off --- Beard, Barry, Foote, and Quin. 

| For Quin we mouth and mumble, ſqueak for Foote, 
Me brawl for Barry, and for Beard we hoot. 
Perhaps you'll fay what cure for ills like theſe, 


"Think not your laughter e'er will ſtop our tongues, 
For while you find us ears, We 11 1 you lungs. 
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1 The PROLOGUE to OTHELLO, as 
19 it was affed at the theatre in Drury- 
i lane, by 3 of di a: Nine for their | 
| | * on.“ ö 
E | | W HIL E mercenary actors tread the ſtage, 
3 | | : And hireling ſeriblers laſh or lull the age, 
k Ours be the taſk inſtru, and entertain, 
| Without one thought of glory or of gain. 
Virtue's her own---from no external cauſe 1 
She gives, and ſhe demands the ſelf-applauſe: — | 
Home to her breaſt ſhe brings the heart felt . 1 
Heedleſs alike of profit, and of E | 
This now perhaps is wrong --- yet this we know, | 
*T was ſenſe and truth a century ago: | 
When Britain with tranſcendent glory crown . 
For high atchievements, as for wit renown'd, 
Cull'd from each growing grace the pureſt part, 
And cropt the flowers from every blooming art. | 
Our nobleſt youth would then embrace the talk 
Of comic humour, or the myſtic maſque. | 
_ pon a ge Re , * 
For an account how this was performed ſee the Inspzc TOR, E 


"OR, 
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"Twas theirs t t incourage worth, and « give to bards 


What now is ſpent in boxing and in card. 


* Good ſenſe their pleaſure virtue ſtill their guide, 
And Engliſh magnanimity---their pride- 
Methinks I ſee with fancy's magic Eye, 


The ſhade of SHAKESPEAR, in yon azure ky. 


On yon high cloud behold the baid advance, 
Piercing all nature with a ſingle glance. 
In various attitudes around him ſtand 

The Paſſions, waiting for his dread command. 

Firſt kneeling Love before his feet appears, 
And muſically ſighing melts in tears. 

Near him fell Jealouſy with fury burns, 
And into ſtorms the amorous breathings turns; 


Then Hope with heaven- ward * and ** awe 
1, 


While palſied rene trembles i in the rear. 


- SuchSn AKESPEAR's train of awe and deligh 1 


And ſuch we hope to introduce to night. 


But if, though juſt i in thought, we fail in fact, 


And good intention ripens not to act, 
Meigh our deſign, your cenſure Rill defer, 
When truth's in view tis glorious even to err, 


5 NUI COP) e bd crx dex SN ; 


The EPILOGUE to Arab and the 
Tor-shor: Spoken at the 3 - 


Burlington 9 | 


| ——⁹ fas animum Pee, 7 
ir. En. Ub. 4. 


Tur muſe your ſtay one moment * entreats, 


And begs the ladies to reſume their ſeats: 


But fears, alas, you'll think that moment long, 1 
” Charm'd by no 2 and tickled > no _— 


'To o gain your-ſmiles our Title 4] Ifred ſtrove, 
But could he raiſe your ſorrows, or your love? 


Unmov d ye durſt his fierceſt tortures view, 
15 Cold were your looks and cold your Plaudits too. 


* vain n Elerude's baſom beav'd with ſighs, 


Her ſorrows brought no ſorrows from your eyes. 
| Whencecouldyour hearts the ſocial ſtreams forego? | 


Unleſs you ſaw her breeches from below. 


Poor Coriw 8 loyalty, in theſe bad days, 
Could meet no favour and could gain ro Praiſe, 


Shelter to ſov'reigns is a ſubject's debt; 
And 'tis a princely virtue to forget 


1 ay Our 


: What, though untaught the bold theatric air, 
1 To gain your favour and your ſmiles we dare, 
Ol]! lead us gently through the paths of fame, 
Shield us from ſcorn and ſhelter us from ſhame: 
From low attempts great Roſcrus dard to riſe, 
Then, if you cannot praiſe us, don't deſpiſe. 
From courts and camps we turn'd our minds to toys, 
What wonder trifles hit the minds of boys, 
When hoary ſages oft with trifles play, 
Think time a 3 throw that toy away! - of 


Made up of nethings and as fixt as oind. 


Is of all toys that prettieſt toy---a RATTLE. 


| Whoſe vacant hours no ſocial virtues fill, 
Whoſe mite of ſenſe by art is drain'd to leſs, 


She's nothing better than a---jointed doll. 


15 And flls with ſnuff the vacuum = of his head, 


Our Hermit could no 25 ſpirit raiſe, 8 
"ou ev'n that airy ſ yu of your praiſe. 


The Fg that toy of all the fairer Lind?” 


Lives without care, and without thought will prattle, 


The belle who lives on ſcandal and quadrille, ; 


Whoſe wit is dancing, and whoſe wiſdom dress; 
Though fops, by thouſands, proſtrate to her fall, „ 


The elf, who ſnores away his time in bed, 


B& When 
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When daub'd with lace, and ſtrutting with a ſword, 
bh but r by the lord? AY 


1 The fool, but Phobus whiſpers i in my ear, 

„ Tis not the province of a child to ſneer, 

Fame is acquir'd by far more noble ways: 
D dare to 0 gain it by your Praiſe. 


CE TORT To LL ESA 


* ſeeing Mr. Barry and Mrs. Cibber in 
Romeo and hn 


* * Fortunat ambo, Squid m mea carming \poſſunt, xc. 
d . 


THEN Barry 3 with all the rage of woe, 1 
His accents broken, and his paces flow, 
Tow'rds Juliet's tomb in deſperation moves, 
Each look, each geſture ſhews how much he loves. 5 

But when by Paris challeng'd to the fight, 
With hollow voice he ſcares the am'rous knight; 
Starts back erect, and aims the crow on high, 
Shudders the audience, and attempts to fly; 
Say, is it Barry claims our wond' ring eyes; 


| Or i is it Romeo fills us with — 4 


Nor 


_ ® Flt Cynthius aurem, . 


Nor 


Ez Provokes my terrors ann compels my ſighs ? 


1 


Wes ließ our wonder, Ciler, doit them chin 


: True to thy part, and worthy of thy fame! 


O long experienc'd in the lover's art, 


To ſooth the ſenſe and captivate the heart, 


When for thy Romeo all thy ardours glow, 7 


And in the lover you forget the foe; 
O'er Tibalt's corpſe you ſhed no ſocial tear, 
For Romeo tremble and for Romeo fear; 


*Tis then we own, compell'd by what we ſee, 


That thoſe who act, muſt firſt have lov'd, * thees 


And when by love, by fear, by friendſhip ga, 5 


Admiring Romes, and: by him admir'd; = 
With melting languors o'er his charms you the; | 
And with, at once, and tremble at his ſtay ; 


Thy mimic fears in plaintive accents pour, 


And look, and ſigh a thouſand terrors more, 
What boſom then partakes not all thy fears, 
Heaves wich thy fighs, and labours with thy 2 


Behold !---I ſee thee now * hi take, , 


| Roll thy wild eyes, and all thy members ſhake ! 
Stay! ſtay her hands! ye mad ſpectaturs ſtay ! 
_ Arreſt the blow, and daſh the point away! 
The lov'd, the lover from deſtruction fave, 


Sooth her to * and ſnatch her from the grave, 


Bur, Cisber, is it thou who mocks my eyes, 


; "OY 


„„ 
Cin baden chus prevail upon the ſoul, 
And all its thoughts and all its N controul 2 
Then, may ſt thou plaudits as thy tribute claim 
Secure from envy, and ſecure of fame; 

Whilſt wond' ring theatres in this agree, 
That Art ĩs nature, nature Art i in thee. 


| Rives, +4 
SET EETZST BAUTSRUIERR i1 
The following pieces, written by Mr. Gar- 


rick, though univerſally known, are ſo | 
excellent in there kind as to need no 


further apology for their — ae 
ere. ; 


PROLOGUE f/poken by Mr. Garrick, 
in the charafter of an AUCTIONEER, | 
| before Mr. FOOTE n called [ 
T 4 ST E. 


PEFORE this court I PETER PUFF appear; 
A Briton born, and bred an Auctioneer; 
Who for myſelf, and eke a hundred others, 
My uſeful, honeſt, learned, bawling brothers, 
1 With much humility and fear implore ye, 
To lay our preſent, deſp'rate caſe before ye,--- 


[ T 5 J 


Tis faid this night a certain wag intends 
Too laugh at us, our calling, and our friends: 
If lords and ladies, and ſuch dainty folks, 
Are cur'd of auction-hunting by his jokes; 
dhyould this odd doctrine ſpread throughoutthe land, 
| Before you buy, be ſure to underſtand, | 
Ohl think on us what various ills will 1 
When great ones only purchaſe - what they know. 
Why laugh at TASTE? It is a harmleſs faſhion, 
And quite ſubdues each detrimental paſſion; 
The fair ones hearts will ne'er incline to man, 
While thus they rage for -- china and j Japan. . 
Ihe virtuoſo too, and Connoiſſeur, 
| Are ever decent, delicate aud pure; 
| The ſmalleft hair their looſer thoughts might hold, 
Juſt warm when ſingle, and when married cold: 
Their blood at fight of beauty gently flows ; 
Their Venus muſt be old, and want a noſe! 
No am'rous paſſion with deep knowledge thrives ;. 
_ *Tis the complaint indeed of all our wives! 
"Tis ſaid Virtũ to ſuch a height is grown, 


All artiſts are encourag'd---but our own. 
Be not deceiv'd, I here declare on oath, 
I never yet fold goods of foreign 8 


Ne'er ſent commiſſions out to Greece or Rome; 

My beſt antiquities are made at home. 
Tue Romans, Greeks, Italians near at hand, 
True Britons all sand living in the Strand. 
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Tus er for trinkets rack my pericranium, 


They furniſh out my room from 3 


But. huſh------ 

Should it be known that Engliſh are employ'd a, 
Our manufacture is at once deftroy'd; 

No matter what our countryman 5 Rk. 
They'll thrive as antients, but as moderns ſtarve· 
If we ſhould fall - to you it will be owing; 
Farewell to arts---they're going, going, going; 


The fatal hammer's in your hand, oh town! 


Then ſet Us up---and knock the PoE down. 


"Pp 1 
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PROLOGUE wir 6 


_ by Mr. Garrick in the character of a 
Country Boy. 


: MNleaſter! Meaſter! 


| 15 not my + ph here among you, pray? 
Nay, ſpeak --- my meaſter wrote this ine new 


n 
The actor- folks are making ſuch a 8 
They Want the pro- log — 1 know nought o the 
matter! 


He muſt be there among yo 3 1 


| A WIT, * man, do 1 him Out--- 
* I 


TI donna a like your L tricks, W 
And ſince you've rais'd my blood, P11 tell you why. 
And if you wull, ſince now I am before ye, 
For want of pro- log, I'Il relate my ſtory. 


'4- 2 4: 


Pray, meaſter, come Hor all will fall to ſheame, 


. Call miſter---hold---I mult r not tell * name. 


Law! what a exon is here ! what 1 at : 
_ Pother! Pointing to the rogus of pit and gallery, ] 


Fine lads and lafſes! one o' top o Yother. 
I cou'd for ever here with wonder geaze! 
1 n&er ſaw church ſo full in all my days! 
Jour ſervunt, ſurs !---what do you laugh for? eh! 
Jou donna take me ſure for one o' th* play? 
I ou ſhou'd not flout an honeſt country- lad, 
Fou think me fool, and I think you half mad: 
| You're all as ſtrange as I, and ſtranger too, 
: And, if you laugh at me, I Il laugh at you. 4 
ES [Laughing] 44 


I came from country here to try my fate, 


And get a place among the rich and great ; 
But troth I'm ſick o' th' journey I ha' ta'en, 
I like it not---wou'd I were whoame again. 


Firſt, in the city I took up my ſtation, 
And got a place with one of th' corporation, 
A round big man---he eat a plaguy deal, 


| Zooks! he'd have beat five ploomen at a meal | BB 
* But 


FT 8 * 
But long with him I cou'd not mods abode, 


For, cov'd youthink't ?---He eat a great ſea-toad / “ 
It came from Indies. twas as big as me, 

He call'd it Belly-patch, and Capapee + 

Law! ! how I ftar'd | ---I Rus, - --- who knows, 


but], 


For want of monſters, may be made a pye; 


Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 


Tu back to whoame, and country-fare * 


1 left taad. eater; ; then I farv'd a lord, 


5 And there they on d! — but ne'er kept their 


word, 


While * mong the great, this geaming work the 


trade is, 


5 They mind no more your ſervants, than their ladies. | 


A lady next, who lik'd a * young lad, 


Hir d me fore with -- but, troth, I thought her mad. 
She turn'd the world top down, as I may ſay, 
She chang'd the day to neet, the neet to day ! 

I ſtood one day with coach, aud did but ſtoop 


To put the foot-board down, and with her hoop: 
She cover'd me all o&'er---where are you, Lout ? 


Here, Maam, ſays I, for heaven's ſake let me out. 
I was fo ſneam'd with all her freakiſh ways, 
She wore her gear ſo ſhort, ſo low her ſtays--- þ 
Eine folks ſhew all for nothing now-a-days! 


8 


Now |. 
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1 Now I'm the poet $ man- find with wits, 
3 nothing ſartain---Nay, we eat by fits. 

Our meals, indeed are ſlender, - what of that? 

5 i There are but three on's---meaſter, I, and cat. 
Did you butſee us all, as Tm a finner, 
5 You'd ſcarcely ſay, which of the one is thinner: A 


My wages all depend on this night” 8 piece, 8 
But ſhou'd you find that all our ſwans are geeſe 1 
| FEfeck Til truſt no more to meaſter's brain, | 
heir | But pack up all, and whiſtle whoame again. 


EPILOGUE i he ſame, ſpoken by 
mad. | Mr. Woodward in the a 4 "a 
= Fine Gentleman. . 


5 Þ+ 5 ne to the people without. 


"OS P S HA W ! --- damn your epilogue and hold 
1 your tongue 
e out. Shall we of rank be told what's right 2 wrong ? & 


Though he had writ em all in Linguum Grecum, 
PII do't by all the gods (you muſt excuſe me) 
Though author, actors, audience, all abuſe me! 


\ Had you ten epilogues you ſhould not ſpeak em, 


* 20 ] 
75 the andience. 
Behold a gentleman !---and that's enough 8 
Laugh if you pleaſe---T'11 take a pinch of bac 7 
I gome to tell you- (let it not ſurprize vou) 
That Pm a wit- and worthy to adviſe you. 


Ho could you ſuffer that ſame country booh y, 
| Thatprologue ſpeaking favage,---that great looby, | 


Too talk his nonſenſe ?—give me leave to ſay 


Twas low — — damar's low ! — - but fave the fellow s 


Let the poor devil ä him that, | 
And give a meal to meaſter, mon, and cat. 
But why attack the faſhions ?— Senſeleſs rogue — 
We have no joys but what reſult from rogue: 


The mode ſhould all controul—nay, ev'ry paſſion, 1 


Senſe, appetite, and all, give way to faſhion ; 
hate as much as he, a furtle-feaſt, 
But till the preſent turtle- rage has ceas d, » 
T d ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaſt 
I have no ears,—yet op'ras I adore 
Always prepar d ts die—to fleep—no more 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their dreſs, 


He wants em all ruff d up like good queen Beſs ! 3 
They are, forſooth, too much expos'd, and AN 


Were more expos'd, no ill effects I ſee, 

For more, or leſs, tis all the ſame to me. 

Poor gaming too, was maul'd among the reſt, 
That precious cordial to a high-life breaſt! 

When thoughts ariſe I always game or drink, 
An Erglihh gentleman ſhould never think— 


. tes | 


[ES 
The reaſon's plain, which ev'ry ſoul might hit on— 
What trims a Frenchman, overſets a Briton, 
In us reflection breeds a ſober ſadneſs, 
Which always ends in politics or madneſs : 
I therefore now propoſe—by your command, 
That tragedies! no more ſhall cloud this land; 


Send o'er your Shakeſpears to the ſons of France, on 


Leet them grow grave—Let us begin to dance! 
Baniſh your gloomy ſcenes to foreign climes, „ 
| Reſerve alone to bleſs theſe golden times, } 

A farce or r Fines pantomimes! 


PROLOGUE pies 4 by Mr. Garrick 


before the FAIRIES. 


W 8 the band of muſic. 
| A Moment ftop your tuneful fingers, pray, 
While — as uſual, I my duty pay. [To the 


audience. ] 


Don- t frown, my friends, [to the band] you ſoonY 
ſhall melt again; ; 


But, if not there, is felt each dying ſtrain: U 0 = > 


Poor I ſhall ſpeak and you will {cape in vain. 
Io ſee me now, you think the ſtrangeſt thing ! 
For, like friend Benedict, I cannot ſing: 


— r — A — 2 3060 — — . — — 
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Vet 


| — ö : * 
n 7 . 44 ® 
— — % ——_ . . 
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t 
Yeti in this prologue, cry but you, coraggis * 
TI ſpeak you both a Jig, and an adagios. 


A Perfian king, as Perſian tales relate, 
Oft went diſguis'd, to hear the people prate; 
So, curious I, ſometimes ſteal forth, incag, 
To hear what critics croak of me—King Log. 
Three nights ago, I heard a tete a tite 

Which fix'd, at once, our Engliſb operas fate: 


was a youth born here, but fluſh from Rin, | 


The other born abroad, but here his home; 
And firſt the Engliſh foreigner began, 
Wo thus addreſs'd the foreign Engl: Henan. 
An Engliſh opera! tis not to be borne; 
I, both my country, and their muſic ſcorn, 


Oh, damn their Ally OO and their E wh | 


_ born. 
Signor bar ſmns—wors recitativo : 7 
I tutto, à beſtiale e catrvo, 1 5 
This ſaid, I made my exit, full of „ 
And now aſk ys. for the ning errors : 


Hans; us firſt, 10 fooliſhly ſuppoſing, 


Yar countryman could pleaſe you in compoſing ; 5 


An of ra too |—play'd by an Exgliſb band, 

rae im a language which you underſtand— _ 
I dare not ſay, WHO rote it —I could tell ye, 
To ſoften matters Signor Shakeſtearelli - 


This aukward drama—(I confeſs offence) 
Is guilty too, of poetry and ſenſe: 


And 


det a 


_— - 3 
And then the price we take — you'll all abuſe it, 
So low, ſo unlike op'ras—but excuſe it, } 
We'll mend that fault, whenever you ſhall chuſeit. 
Our laſt miſchance, and worſe than all the reſt, 
Which turns the whole performance to a jeſt, | 
OUR lingers all are well, * all wk > * 
beſt. | 
8 But why would this raſh foul, this W 
Attempt an p' ra? tis the ſtrangeſt plan! 


Struck with the wonders of his maſter's art, 
"Whoſe ſacred dramas ſhake and melt the heart, 
| "Whoſe heaven-born trains the coldeſt breaſt i in- | 
_ 
Whoſe chorus- thunder ſets the foul on fas! ' 
Inflam'd, aſtoniſh'd! at thoſe magic airs, 
When Sam/on groans, and frantic Saul deſpairs, 
The pupil wrote his work is now before ye, 
And waits your ſtamp of infamy, or glory! 
Vet, ere his errors and his faults are known, 
He ſays, thoſe faults, thoſe errors, are his own; = 
If through the clouds appear ſome glimm'ring rays, 
They're ſparks he caught om: his yu maſter” $ 


blaze! 1 


Erl Ou 
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on the ſame Subject as the 1 


i rage, 
For liberty againſt each other wage, 


From foreign inſults ſave this Engliſb ſtage. 
No more th' Italian {qualing tribe admit, 
In tongues unknown; *tis popery in wit. 


It The ſongs (themſelves confeſs) from Rome they | 


lag, 
And tis high-maſs, for ought you know FUE ſing. 


= The women ſay their eunuch is a friar. | 


| But is it not a ſerious ill to ſee 

Europe's great arbiters ſo mean can be; 

" Paffive, with an affected joy to fit, 

Suſpend their native taſte of manly wit; 

Neglect their comic humour, tragic rage, 
For known defects of nature and of ag: ? 


” — nd 5 ñjZ—ͤ— — 


5 — une the Hakan opera were ſo much in 
wm b 


See eee 


EPILOGUE h & Richard Steele, 


B*1TONS, who conſtant war with faQious * 


Huſbands take care, the danger may come nighers 


Ariſe. 


t 1 


Ariſe for ſhame, ye conqu ring Britons riſe; ; 


| Such unadorn'd effeminacy deſpiſe; 
Admire (if you will dote on foreign wit) 


Not what Italians ſing, but Romans writ. 


So ſhall leſs works, ſuch as to-night's light play, > 
At your command with juſtice die away 3 a 


Till then forgive your writers, that can't bear * 


Vou ſhould ſuch very Tramontanes appear, * 


* The nations, which contemn you, to revere. J 


Let Britain's ſoil be known for all i its charms; 


f As fam'd for lib'ral ſciences as arms: 


Let thoſe deriſion meet, who would advance 98 
Manners, or ſpeech, from Italy or France. 


Loet them learn you, who would their favour find, 
Aud Engliſh: be the language of mankind. 


Ne ce 


; PROLOGUE, ſpoken by Mr. Garrick; 
before the maſque of BRITANIA, in the 
character of a ſailor, fuddled, and talk- 
ing to bimſelf. He enters, fi mnging, _ 


| How pleaſant a failor's life paſſes— 


I Wan if thou art, my boy, a little mellow ?- 
| A ſailor, half ſeas o Fe” 5 a pretty fellow! 
C What 8 


; 1 26 1 

5 What chear ho? *Do I carry too much ſail? 
1 7 tho pit. 
'No—tight and trim ſcud before the gale® 


He flaggers forward, then ops. 


| But ſoftly tho. the veſſel ſeems to heel; 
| Steddy ! my boy—ſhe muſt not ſhew her keel. 
And now, thus ballaſted what courſe to — 
Shall I again to ſea—and bang Mounſeer? 
Or ſtay on ſhore, and toy with Sail and Sue— 
Doſt love em boy? By this right hand, I do 
A well-rigg'd girl is ſurely moſt inviting : 


There's nothing better, faith—ſave fp and fight- F 


ing : 


I muſt mray—l at. 
to ſlavery and ſoup? 


And I not lend a hand, to lace their jacket? 
Still ſhall old England be your Frenchman' 's butt? 
Whene er he ſhuffles, we ſhould always cut. 
Fu to em, faith—avaſt—before I go— 
| Have I not promis d Sall to ſee the ſhow * 
Pulls out a play- bill. 
From this ſame paper we ſhall underſtand 


What work's to- night] read your printed hand ! 


Firſt let's refreſh a bit for faith, I need it—= 
> take one ſugar — then Tl! read it. 
2 _ "Takes 4 tehacer. | 


What! ſhall we ſons of ef and freedom flop I 
| Or lower our flag 5 | 
What! ſhall theſe parly-vous make ſuch a | racket, 


8 


will be preſen- ta- ted a tragedy called - 


He reads the play-bill Zara, 
_ which was adted that evi mg. 


At the The-atre Royal —— Drury- INE 


„ = 
I'm olad * tis Sarab—then our Sal! may ſee 5 


Fier nameſake's tragedy : and as for me, 


F'll ſleep as ſound, as if I were at ſea. 
To which will be added, 

a new Maſque. 

Zounds! why a maſque? We failors hate gri- 5 


MACES : 


1 Above board all, we ſcorn to- hide our Gomes... 
hut what is here, ſo very large and plain? 
_ BRI-TA-NIA—ob: Britama! good again—. 
Huzza, boys! — by the Royal George I ſwear, 


Tom coxen, and the crew, ſhall ſtrait be there. 
All free-born ſouls muſt take Bri- ta- nia's part, 


And give ber three round cheers, with hand and 2, 


heart! 
| Going off be flops. : 


1 wiſh you landmen though, would leave your 


tricks, 


Your factions, parties, and damn'd politics : 


And like us, honeſt tars, drink, fight, and ſing ! 
Nie to yourſelves, your country, and your King! 


C2 PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE written by Mr. Murphy, 


and ſpoke by Mrs. Hamilton, on the 


If night of his appearance on the ſtage 


in the charafter of OTHEL o, . 


Covent- garden T. beatre. 


yon F -»» ſuch a ſcene! - — enough ks wake . 


5 ſplit!——. f 
We have him ſure --- this critic, journaliſt and 
wit. 


112525 


5 nous, 

eis be to one that he can never thrive; 3 

For tis the fearfulleſt poor dev'l alive. 
Through that ſlit curtain he furvey'd the b 
Promiſcuous fill'd with critics, friends, and ſoes. 
« Ay now (lays he) I pay for ev'ry ſin— 
„„ Would I were writing eſſays in Gray - Inn. 


Or true intelligence, by way of news? 


Thou filly gentleman!—youꝰ re ſcar d at nought 
| Your Gray's: Inn Journal's long ago forgot. 

„How like a court-cenſorial do they fit, 

« 'The jury all impannelFd in the pit! tt 
Do, my dear madam---you've a ſoothing way, 
3 Go---ſoften Ah before the Play. "_ 

ol 


4 
4 
I» 


- What ſay the knowing ones? 09 e think he'll 


wWHrH mm AMR... 


0 How run the bets? - — - what odds? - _ come re * 


« ?Sdeath what had I to do with play'rs or Jews, 3 


MO II TT FTISTY 


01 


Who boldly dares adventure on the ſtage! 


If wrong you damn him for a ſenſeleſs drone--- | 
--— * —_— faſhion he's unden. 


Te box-keepers each ruder noiſe give Oer, 
And all be huſh'd---as fruit-girls were no more. 
VUnbend ye critic brows, and O beaux, 
Forget the gay anxiety of cloaths. 
Le fair complacent hear - if you attend, 
Crouds muſt obey, and ev'ry murmur end. 
He copies no man---of what Shateſhear drew, 
His humble fenſe he offers to your. view. 


Each random ftroke, each fault indulgent fees |, 
For there lies no appeal from your decree.--- 


tw? 


| Pho! orithee . prejudice can't here obje 
An audience will preſerve it's own re. = 
Thus far in frolick jeſt---now let me wave 


E ach lighter topick for a ſtile more — 


. to the ſenate can i he g grace his nd 


When at each word he dreads the critic's "EY 
When doubt and fear to Jiſconcert him ſerve, 
Throb in each palſe, and feel along the nerve, 


- 5 es Ar = 


How can the handkerchief poſſeſs his mind, 


Or how ſhall grace and character be join d! 


Hard is his ſot in this politer age, 


You then, who in the upper regions 8 
Suſpend a while the tumult of your ſticks. 


If genius prompt him, and not vain deſire, 
'Tis your's this night to fan the ſtruggling fire. 


C 3 4a 
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. "I's T. v. K. &. G- . | 


ber 5, 1755, for the benefit of the 


' Middleſex-hoſpital for fick and lame | 


| patients and married on women. 


1 ALL s order riſes on extremes; 5 - 
Hence in each clime, where Fbæbus dare a 


| his beams, 

Some riſing impulſe rules the native 1 fad; 

The national criterion of the whole; 

Works as it reigns, impels life's varying ſcenes, 
Refines in virtue, or in vice demeans; 

This ftrong incentive lays th'unnerring plan, 


 Whence nations judge of nations, man of man; 


This gen'ral motive gen'ral fame inſures, 
And, Britons, godlike charity is yours! 
Bleſt with the ſoul where pity's dew-drops lie, 


- That feels the ſoft petition of the eye, 


*Tis your's to ſilence mis'ry's plaintive moan, 
And make the griefs of others all your own! 
Nor is it ſtrange compaſſion ftretch her hand, 
Where liberty and voy glad the land, 


An occaſional PROLOGUE wrote by | 
Mr. Bo vo, and ſpoken by Mrs. 
 WorrincGToN at the Theatre Royal 
in Covent garden, to the play of the |\ 
Cos clous Lovers, afed Decem- 


Sacred 


1 


Sacred to charity the pile to raiſe, 

To trace affliction through its various maze; 
Give balm to nature's accidental woes, be Fo 5 
And ſooth th impoveriſn d matron's pregnant 


throes; 


a 


We cray'd your favour Lo, your bounty ſhines? 
Bounty, ordain'd with genial warmth to glow, 
And, like the th enliven all below. 


Wealth, grandeur, power, with all that | 

cCcCrovnns the great, 

Tze ſmiles of monarchs, and the pomp of ſtate, E 
Heav'n lends to dignify the virtuous breaſt; 


And, while the fount of goodneſs flows conſeſt, 
| Shew tranſient actions in a light refin'd, 


And raiſe NoRTHUMBERLANDS to bleſs _ 
Kind. | 


BY When all our * pomp ſhall fade away, . 
This globe diſſolve, and nature's ſelf decay; 
Wdile guilt ſhall at impending judgment ſtart, 
And keeneſt anguiſh ſeize the hard of- heart; 
Then vhite - rob d charity her friends ſhall chear, 


4 : And pay with Int'reft all they lent her here. 


Happy, whoſe name by virtuous deeds was rais'd, 
Whom little foundlings liſp'd or cripples prais'd! 
Such goodneſs ſwift ſhall reach its parent ſky, 
Rever'd on earth then all- ador'd on high. 
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nee ne ee Wee BOE 
EPILOGUE, wrote by C. Sar, M. A. 


an the ſame occaſion: Spoken by Mr. 
- SHUTER, 
Man-MIDWLEE. 


= ; E ners with- a child. 
Wagen begot thee has no cauſe to bl aſh: 

Thou'rt a brave chopping boy, (« child cries / 

nay, huſh, huſh, huſh, 

5 A workman, faith! a man of rare 1 


A friend to Britain, and to our profeſſion; 


With face ſo chubby, and with looks ſo glad, 

: Gs rare roaſt beef of England---here's a lad ! 
*  Shews him to the company: 

( Child makes a noiſe again.) 

Nay if you once begin to puke and cough, 9 

Go to the nurſe. Within, here, take him off. 

Well, heav'n be prais'd, it is a peopling age, 

Thanks to the bar, the army, and the ſtage; 

The nation proſpers by ſuch joyous ſouls. 


Hence ſmoakes my table, hence my chariot rolls. 1 


Though ſome ſnug jobs from ſurgery may en 
Man- midwifery, man- midwifery sche thing. 
Lean ſhould I be, e' en as my own anatomy, 
By m mere ; cathartics and by * phlebotomy..;. 


in the E cf of 4 E 


Wal, | | 


E 7 Thanks to each bounteous hand, and gea'rows | 


[3 1 gn 
Well, beſides gain, beſides the pow'r to pleaſe, 


Beſides the muſic | a purſe Jof fuck birds as 


theſe, 


It is a joy refin'd, * and pure, 

| To hear the praiſes of the grateful poor. 

This day comes honeſt Taffy to my houſe, 

„ Cotpleſs hur, hur has ſav'd hur poy and ſpouſe, 
Hur ſav'd my Gwinnifred, or death had ſwal- | 


lowed hur, 


4 Thoughscreat-crand-reat-crand-crand child of ; 


Cadwallador.” _ 


| © You'veſav'd my Sue in your ſame phyſic way, 
|| © And further I ſhall thank you yeſterday.” 
| Then Sawney came and thank'd me for my love, | 
(I very readily excus'd his glove) ; 


| Cries Patrick Touzleem,.<* am bound to 29 


He bleſs'd the mon, een by St. Andrew's 2 


Who cur d his bonny bearn and NE: als.” 15 


But merriment and mimickry apart, 


3 ey 
Of thoſe, who nodule take pity's part; 3 
Who in good- natur d acts can ſweetly grieve, 55 
Swift to lament, but ſwifter to relieve. 
Thanks to the lovely fair ones, types of Kathe * 


| Who raiſe, and beautify the bounty giv'n; 
But chief to him, in whom diſtreſs . 


Who o'er this noble plan fo — preſides. 
| C 5 3 > M - 
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Wer needs my SHARESPRAR, for his ho- 

: nour'd bones, + 
The labour of an age in piled ſtones, 

Or that his hallow'd reliques ſhould be hid 

Under a ftarry- pointing pyramid? 

Dear ſon of memory, great heir of fame, 

What need'ſt thou ſuch weak witneſs of name? 

Tubou in our wonder and aftoniſtiment 
HFaſt built thyſelf a live- long monument. 1 

For whilſt to th' ſhame of flow endeavouring art = | 
Thy eaſy numbers flow, and that each art — 


Hath from the leaves of thy unvalu'd book, * 
Thoſe Delphick lines with deep impreſſion — 8 


Then thou our fancy of itſelf bereaving, | 
Doſt make us marble with too much conceiving; 
And fo ſepulchred in ſuch pomp doſt lie, 
That kings for ſuch a tomb would wiſh to die. 


By 
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„ BEN JOHNSON. 


| PO draw no envy (Shakepeer) on thy Name, 


Am I thus ample to thy Book, and Fame: 


|  WhileI confeſs thy writings to be ſuch, 


As neither Man, nor Maſe can praiſe too much. 


'Tis true, and all men's ſuffrage. But theſe wayes 7 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy prarſe:. 


For ſeelieſt Ignorance on theſe may light, 
Which, when it ſounds at beſt, but echoes right; 


Or blind Affection, which doth ne'er advance 
The Truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance;. 


„ Bo Or je afty Ma K. e-might pretend this praiſe,, 


And think to ruine, where it ſeem'd to raiſe:_ 
Theſe are, as ſome infamous Baud, or Whore, 


| Shouldpraiſe a Hatron. What could hurt her more? 
| But thou art proof againſt them, and indeed 


Above th' ill fortune of them, or the need. 


I therefore will begin. Soul of the Age! 
The applauſe! delight! the wonder of our Stage! 


My $Shakeſpear riſe ;.I will not lodge thee by 


Chaucer, or Spencer, or bid Beaumont * 


A little further, to make thee a room: 


Thou art a Monument. without. a Tomb; 


And art alive ſtill, while thy Book doth live,. 


And we have wits to read, and praiſe to give... 


0 6; That 


1 36 
That I not mix thee ſo, my brain excuſes; 
I mean with great, but diſproportion'd Muſes: 


For if I thought my judgment were of years, 


1 ſhould commit thee ſurely with thy Peers, 
And tell how far thou didſt our Lily out- ſhine, 
Or ſporting Kid, or Marlow's mighty Line. 


And though thou hadſt ſmall Latin and leſs Greek, 4 


From thence to honour thee, I would not ſeek 
For names; but call forth thund'ring Ane, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 


Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead, 
To live again, to hear thy Buſtin tread, 


And ſhake a Stage: Or, when thy Socks were ans. 1 


| Leaye thee alone for the compariſon 
Of All, that inſolent Greece, or haughty Rome 


Sent forth, or ſince did from their aſhes come. 


Triumph, my Britain, thou haſt one to ſhew, 
To whom all Scenes of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time! 
And all the Muſes ſtill were in their prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth to warm 
Our ears, or a like a Mercury to charm! 
Mature herſelf was proud of his deſignes, 
And joy'd to wear the drefling of his Zines / 
Which were ſo richly ſpun, and woven ſo fit, 
As, ſince, ſhe will vouchſafe no other wrt. 
The merry Greek, tart Ariſtophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not pleaſe; | 
But antiquated, and deſerted lye, 
As they were not of Nature's family. 
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| Yet muſt I not give Nature all: Thy Art, 

| My gentle Shakeſpear, muſt enjoy a part. 
For though the Poet's matter Nature be, 

His Art doth give the Faſbian. And, that he 


Who caſt to write a living line, muſt ſweat, 


(Such as thine are) and ſtrike the ſecond heat 
Upon the Muſes Anville ; turn the ſame, 


(And himſelf with it) that he thinks to frame; 
Or for the Lawrel, he may gain a ſcorn, 


For a good Poet's made, as well as born, 
And ſuch wert thou. Look how the Father's face. 


Lives in his Iſſue, even ſo the race 

Of Shakeſpear's mind and manners brightly le 
3 - - inks well-torned, and true filed lines: 

| Incachof which he ſeems to ſhake a Lance, 

| As brandiſh'd at the eyes of Ignorance. 


Sweet Swan of Avon / what a fight it were 


To ſee thee in our water yet appear, | 
And make thoſe flights upon the Banks of Thames, 
Ihat ſo did take Eliza, and our James 
But ſtay, I ſee thee in the Hemiſphere 


Advanc'd, and made a Conſtellation there! 


Shine forth, thou Starre of Poets, and with rage, 
Or influence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage, 
Which, fince thy flight from hence, hath mourn d 


like night, 
And op wy. but for thy Volume «light. | 


+, 


BEA. Jounson, 


By 


eee 


FIT By Mr. DR DEN. . 


3 7 QHARESPEAR, who (taught by none) di firſt | 


impart 
To Flacher wit, to labouring Jobuſen art. 
He, monarch- like, gave thoſe his ſubjects law, 
And is that nature which they paint and draw. 


Fletcher reach'd that which on his heights did grow,  - 
Whilſt Johnſon crept and gather'd all below. ; 


Tris did his love, and this his mirth digeſt : 
One imitates him moſt, the other beſt. 


If they havefince out-writ all other men, 
3 *Tis is with the drops which fell * Shakeſpear' 8. 


pen. 


The ſtorm which vaniſb de on the neighb'ring ſhore, 


Was taught by Shakeſpear's Tempeſt firſt to roar. 
That innocence and beauty which did ſmile 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Ie. 

But Shakeſpear's magic could not copy'd be, 
Within that circle none durſt walk but he. 
Imuſt confeſs twas bold, nor would you now 
That liberty to vulgar wits allow, 
Which works by magic ſupernatural things: 
But Shateſpear's pow or is ſacred as a king's. 


h 
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* Sf RICHARD STEELE. A 


_ QHAKESPEAR could cravel through earth, ſea. 


and air, 

And paint out all the powers and wonders there. 
In barren deſerts he makes nature ſmile, 

| And gives us feaſts in his Enchanted Ile, 


» Me. COLLINS. 


| QHARESPEAR alone to ev'ry ſcene could give. 


Th hiftorian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wake d at his call I view, with glad ſurprize, 
Majeſtic forms of mighty monarchs riſe. 


There Henry's trumpets ſpread their loud alarms, 


And laurePd Conqueſt waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying ſigh, 
Scarce born to honours, and ſo ſoon to die- 
Teet ſhall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
Do beam of comfort to the guilty king: 


LS 3030505050078 7 


The 


"T1. ” 
The * time ſhall come, when Glo labs heart ſhall : 


bleed — 4 
In life's laſt hours, with horror of the deed: "Oo 
When dreary viſions ſhall at laſt preſent = 


Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent: 3 
| Thy hand unſeen the ſecret death ſhall i 5 1 
Blunt the weak ſword, and break th ä . 

; ſpear, . 


| Where er we turn, by pr charm'd, we find — 

Some ſweet illuſion of the cheated mind. 8 
Oft, wild of wing, ſhe calls the ſoul to rove 

With humbler nature, in the rural grove; Fs 

| Where ſwains contended own the quiet — 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green: 

Dtireſs'd by her hand, the Woods and V allies tante, 
And Spring diffuſive decks th* Enchanted Le. . | 


has Be ind A os. 2 as. a. 


O more than all in pow'rful genius bleſt, 
Come, take thine empire o er the willing breaſt! 
Whate er the wounds this youthful heart ſhall feel, 
Thy ſongs ſupport me, and thy morals heal! 
There ev ry thought the.poet's warmth may raiſe, 
There native muſick dwells in all the lays. 
O might ſome verſe with happieſt ſkill perſuade . 
: 2 Picture to oY thine aid! 


res 


What 
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N — On "OO" * 9 „ K _ — 
3 : * Co. N 7 : 


| | #Tempus erit Turno, magna cum Teuer emprurs 
Intactum P — Sc. 


© What coder Rephoels charm a diſtant age! 


* 41 J a 
| What wond'rous draughts * riſe from « ev * 


Methinks ev'n now I view ſome free deſign, 
Where breathing Nature lives in ev'ry line: 
Chaſte and ſubdu'd the modeſt lights decay, 
Steal into ſhades, and mildly melt away. 
And ſee, where * Anthony in tears approv'd,. 
Guards the pale relicks of the chief he lov'd: 
O'er the cold corſe the warrior ſeems to bend, | 
Deep ſunk in grief, and mourns his murder'd friend 
Still as they preſs, he calls on all around, | 
E Lifts the torn _—_ and points the * wound 


"Th + who is "I whol brows exalted bear 

A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air? 

Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel, 

On his own Rome he turns th' avenging ſteel. 

Vet ſhall not War's inſatiate fury fall, 

(So heav'n ordains it) on the deſtin'd wall: 

| See the fond mother midſt the plaintive train 
Hung on his knees, and proſtrate on the plain! 
Touch'd to the ſoul, in vain he ftrives to hide 
The ſon's affection, in the Roman's pride: 


; O'er | 
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Fer the tragedy of Julius Czar. 2 os | i J 
+ Coriolanus, Ses Mr, — s yn. on the Odyſſey, | 


1 1 5 
; O'er al the man confliting paſſions riſe, 
= gralps t the ford, * Ty melts the _— 


e 48 v v vv. | 
On Shakeſpear's Monumz NT. 


= o Maw fancy'd face, a form unknown, I 
__ = Survives in breathing brafs, or Parian ſtone : 
While of the mind ſuch images remain, 

We wiſh to raiſe the honour'd ſhade again; 
Immortal wit compels us to admire 

I be relique, reſcu'd from devouring fire. 
Such Shaleſpear was; from hence invention took Bs 

The ftudious poſture, and the piercing look. |. a 

He, nobly bold, didain d the bounds of mmm | * 
And ſpoke the native dictates of the heart: | 

Could paint the ſoftneſs of th* n mad, Y 8 

The jealous lover to his rage betray'd; [ 

Could trace the paſſions to their ſecret ſprings, . 

The pride of heroes and the wrongs of kings; —— 

The murth'rer's guilt; and whiſper in the « eat 

What dire ambition trembles but to hear. p 

Fairies and ghoſts obey'd his. magic wand, | * 

And with new beings filfd an unknown land: 

Ev'n then he taught the viſionary throng ä 

Wich uſeful truth to moralize the ſong. _— 

Ye kings who once our ancient ſceptre ſway'd,. 3 
hs here in duſt your ſacred heads are lay d.. 

r 


" 


md 


Aﬀord the poet” s monument a room, 
| Whoſe muſe recalls you from the ſilent tomb. 
At her command majeſtic each appears, 
To claim the loyal tribute of our tears: 
The waſte of civil fury to diſcloſe, 
Their mighty triumphs and their mighty woes; Ms 
When princes fall, too great to fall alone, 


We weep thoſe ills our anceſtors have done. 


Such was the bard; true to his country's cauſe, 

He ſcorn'd to give ſucceſsful vice applauſe. . 

Such may he ſtill remain, through ev'ry age, 
= With — virtue to * the ſtage. 


The & is no genuine pifture of — 


That, called His, was taken long after his death 
Fm à perſon ſuppeſad extremely like him, at the 


| 


udien 7 dir TOA CLARGES, 


- I ee | 
PROLOGUE. t the tragedy of t*e || 


Black PRINex, — at ow” 
mance of that 2 


. THROUGH every age the poet's ſcheme hath 


been 


With ſomething new to aid the opening ſcene; 
With various toils each labour'd in the page, 
And miles and tears alternate grac'd the ſtage. 


* 


EC. WI 88 
In ancient Rome, when eaſy Terence wrote, 
Attention ſtood, and plaudits crown'd the plot; 
The crouded circle echo'd: generous praiſe, 


Then vice was cenſur'd, virtue won the bays. 


The ancient Britons ſaw great Shakefpear riſe, 
And a long train of heroes met their eyes; 
The Engliſh bard brave Engliſb ſtories told; 
The audience wept o'er what they heard of old: 

Now Otway charms, and Addiſon ſucceeds, 
Th' heroine ſuffers, and the patriot bleeds; 


Now glittering trophies ſpeak the conquering lord; E 


Now chaſte Horatio dies by Publius ſword. 
Ladies, we ſaw your noble ſorrows flow, 
While tears expreſs'd the pangs of. ſilent woe; 
Excuſe, if players muſt theſe ſorrows prize; 
Tis fign the play ſucceeds, when beauty ſighs. 


To- night fam'd Britain's prince adorns our ſtage, - | 


With virtuous, noble acts he fires the age; 
While ſofter ſcenes claim tribute from the fair, 
On Mariana's wrongs indulge the tear, | 

Her ſuffering merit, and her wild deſpair. 

Oh! let ſoft virtue warm each tender breaſt, 
Indulge the noble paſſion and be bleſt: 

And would the fair connubial bleſſings prove, 

Let merit win you, and let honour move; 

Scorn the proud fool who only loves a face, 
The fribbling coxcomb, and the man's diſgrace, 
The flattering Sir, who cringes, fawns, or ſighs; 
* De man of ſenſe will mental beautics prize; 


Such. 


ta) 


Such charms alone can ſooth each care of life, 
Pleaſe in the miſtreſs, or endear the wife. 


Long flouriſh virtue round fair Albion's iſle, 


And dawning peace long greet us with a mile; 5 
Bid long adieu, ye brave, to war's alarms, 
Let honour * now in | beauty's charms. 
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PROLOOUE ad Epacocan to the 
ADELPHI, off Tzxence, which 
was atted by the Charterhouſe Scholars, 
with great credit, before the Right Rev. 

the Biſhops of Oxford, Cheſter, Wor- 


ceſter, and Fern, and many other r Z 
_ ous of a1 di frintHon. : 


PROLOGUE, 8 by - | Sainkbery, 
in the charafter of He 1% 


Tor night, ye Britons, let the immortal name 
Of Roman Terence your attention claim: 
To you, undaunted, he ſubmits his cauſe, 
And dares the teſt of your ſevereſt laws; 
Convinc'd that ſcholars will with pleaſure hear: 
Fe or Attic ſcenes mult pleaſe an Attic car. 


Thoſe 
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| Thoſe Atticſcenes which once in learning's bloom = 


With Jo's ſhook the theatre of Rome: 
There Cæſar oft forgot the toils of fight, 
And modeſt Mars liften'd with delight: 

_ Fen veſtals heard, unblam'd, the ſpotleſs lay, 

And priefts and cenſors went improv'd away. 

O! would the poliſh'd bards of Britain quit 
The dang'rous track of looſe, licentious wit ! 
Soon might our theatres in virtue's cauſe 
Be deem'd a glorious ſupplement to laws: 
No fans ſhould ſcreen the bluſhing beauty's face, 
And prelates might an Zngk/b drama grace. 
Such moral ſcenes would 3 


: Well may this ſacred ſpot your rev'rence * . 


* Where firſt their * authors — 


born flame: 


Methinks, e'en now their laurel d forms deſcend, | 


And, hovering round us, our attempts befriend: 
Each boſom muſt th' inſpiring influence feel, 
Warm'd by the names of Addiſon and Steele, 


While each fond breaſt this rug theme en- 


Joys, 


Ol think --- they once were 6 * 


Think too that we muſt tune ſome grateful lay, 
If chear'd by you in this our weak eſſay. 8 


* App 13 on and STEELE were Charterbouſe-Scholars, 


„ 


When action flattens,---let the ſenſe prevail; . 
And language charm you, where he ſpeakers 


fail. 


1 RIAL | 


EPILOGUE, ſpoken by - 
in che character * the Fivreiwa. 8 


[The curtain falling. I 


T H E curtain falls « -- - but hold Our modern 


Vague 


Requires ---to cloſe the whole---an epilogue— 
| A thing unknown at Rome in Terence” days: | 
A ſimple---Plaudite ſecur d his plays; 


And would do now before this judging pit, 


If learned Raſcius ſpoke what Terence. writ. 


But as the caſe is alter'd---here I come 
To learn the , not the poet's doom. | 


Boys: as We are ou will not ſure demand 


That the nice colouring of this maſter-hand 
Our infant art ſhould reach: Our nobleſt view 


Is but to draw the gen' ral outlines true. 


If then our Mitio breathes with tender art 


Each ſoft emotion of a feeling heart: 


If Demea, ſtern with magiſterial air, 


Knits the rough brow, and lifts the voice ſevere: : 
If gallant Z/chimus has had the luck 


To prove himſelf a true Athenian---Buck: 


Eyre, | 


While 
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| While his grave brother's ſober footſteps move 
In the contracted ſphere of conſtant love: 
Candor will caſt a veil on judgment's eye, 


And paſs the leſſer faults unheeded by. 


This for ourſelves.---You ladies there---I know i it, 
Will make ſome ſhrewd refleftions---on our poet: 
5 His women! 2 1—— r re CEO Krange of 


ſwear ; 15 


| What modeſt---ſuny' 8 things they are N 
Our ſex in ev'ry age though men agree, | 5 
Were chiefly fam'd for---tacinurnity : 
Yet ſure the creature muſt be in the wrong, 
To give them ſuch a monſtrous---dearth of tongue. 
They might have had a little more to ſay; 
A little more---would ſcarce have been outree, \ 
Tis ſure But do not, therefore, damn our play. J 
*Tis true, the bard had parents moſt in view; 
Vet, ſurely twill hold good of hufbands too. 
"Through life's fair voyage * bids them gently 


ſteer: 


Neither be too remiſs, —_—— | 
When truth, not paſſion, vindicates their ſway, 
The ſtubborn yield---the milder pleas'd obey. 

Ingenuous tempers cannot brook controul : 


Love gently binds, yet ſirongly leads the foul. 


4 


5 EZ WM 


| 43 0 "Y\ \ _ . — _ 
9 4 C. 4 \ 1.06. , * 
8 JD k A . = p 4 , Co, 18 py ? - 


— 


An occaſional PROLOGUE 1% be 
KxICEHTSs, ſpoken by Mr. Foote, af 
bis performing that piece of his after 
the Tragedy of OTHELLO, ated for 


Ar. Ryan's benefit. 


1 Wurst one brave verran . ; 


| lore, 


And ſwagg ring Falſtaſf vields delight no more; Fed 


| His firm Febores, to the drama's laws 
. Attentive ſtill, ſerves in the good old cauſe. 


9 HBleſs'd in th* autumnal verdure of old age, 


But ſomewhat ſtiff- with buckram of the age. : 


| Urg'd by your candor to my ſhort eſſay, i 


| A whim he takes to add it to his play. 

| A viſit pays me;---cdmpliments enſu d; 
Welcome from Bath---I hope I don't intrude--- 
© You look extreamly healthy in the face--= 


* And my old friend --- —7ou teſt him in good 


to: Cad 
Then with a ſmile and las of ſoft 3 
1 Comes to the — ve, fir, a ſmall petition. oy 


D 8 Proud | 


© Vide the Prologue to the new Tragedy of VizGixia, 


* 


K ̃ e 
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2 Proud of the word erect 1 A, in ſtate, 
* Petitions numberleſs are ſent of late.“ 
Four farce I mean your laſt new comedy--- 
I'm ever bad at phraſeology--. 
Exactly pleas'd the palate of each wit--- 
« I'd take it kind, fir, at my benefit.” = 
For former freedoms willing to atone, 


xy play once more, fir---and for you 3 
„II write a prologue*---when I was at ſchool 


6 Thy UsHeR wrote prologues — nn Was no 1 


fool. 22 


Pleas'd he add pleas'd I now appear 

To ſerve known worth a chearful volunteer. 
If teigning well be our conſummate art, 
| How great his praiſe, who, in the villain's part,, 1 
Has vuTTER'D THOUGHTS: ---. fo . from 7 


his heart? 


Front him fucceeding Richard took the clue, 
And hence the ſtile, if not the colour, drew. 
Ott in this houſe your ſympathetic ſires 
| Wept at his woes, and kindled at his fires. 
| Over their offspring ſtill he boaſts his ſway ;--- 
Witneſs that circle of the fair and gay, 
Who gild with gen'rous beams his ey bing hour, 
And plear'd adorn the 1 of his pow” r. 


rROLOGUE 


„ Vide the Prologue aforeſaid, = 
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1 P RO LOG U E to the new comic farce 


3 6 


called the SPOUTER, | or the DovBLz 


35 1 Revence. 


1  PROLOGUES, like pray” rs, imploti ing for ſuc- 


— "all, 


| Where authors humble every fear expreſs, _ 


L Where eloquence in all her charms may plead, 


JE 


— v 


For youthful errors haply intercede; 


The generous heart to pity oft may move, 


| And gain (O wond'rous ſtrange !) the critic's love; 


| This ſoothing way ſuch bards may juftly claim, 


_ | Whoſe merits challenge an immortal fame; 

| Who, ſkill'd in nature's all- perſuaſive art, 
Can rouſe each paſſion, tear or melt the heart: 
| Our author claims not their engaging ſtyle, 


He only hopes to win th'applauding ſmile, 


| Implores you'll not his f attempt refuſe, _ 


The petty trifle of a youthful muſe, 121 
Odd is the theme by which he means t' engage, 


| (But oddities are common in this age ;) 


Inſtead of wit and ſenſe our lives to grace, 
Fine compliments and flatt'ry now take place, 


| That's odd you'll think, but what is odder yet, 
1 duch fulſome ſtuff | is counted ſenſe and! wit. 
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| The man of taſte, the briſk gay jemmy wait, 
Whoſe chief delight's the playhouſe and the park, 
Their wit, their learning, all their ſtore of — 1 

1s ſumm'd up in a ſtock of impudence; 
With this accompliſh'd, thus enrich'd---ariſe 1 
| Their bows, much talk — in 9 great ond 1 


_ wile; 


While others, not to mode o muck confin'd; 
( The Bucks I mean) yet ſtill an odder kind, 
Don Quixote like, at once our ſport and pity, 
They range around the confines of the city; 
Arm'd with their clubs all dangers they defy, 
Though they their courage ſeldom care to try; 
Their boaſted valour's but a mere pretence, 
; As fortune often makes the | man of lente. 5 


The nnr next a2 bluſl ring noiſy tribe, | 
Who, madmen like, each paſſion do deſcribez 
Alike to wit and nonſenſe they preſume, 


And all the follies of the age aſſume ; 
To all beſide the Jeſt and ridicule, 


_Of very op and vain conceited fool. 


The Lapizs now - but huſh- the onde fair 1 "Tis 
Our bard implores will not forſake him here, | 


Their kind indulgence tis he hopes to find, 


Beauty to youth doth ſeldom prove unkind, 


PROLOGUE |. 


nd 1 


8 _ 
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PROLOGUE written by Mr. Garrick, | 
and ſpoken before the AyyRENTICE 
Mr. Murphy, dreſſed in black. 


| BEHOLD a wonder for theatric tory A 


The Culprit of this night appears before ye. 
Before his judges dares theſe boards to tread, 


Wich all his imperfections on his head!“ 


| Prologues precede the piece, in mournful verſe ; 


As undertakers---walk before the hearſe. Not 


| Whoſe doleful march may firike the harden'd 


mind, 


| And wake its 8 — for the dead 3 
ibe, 


Trickt out in black thus actors try their art, 


No a#ed fears my vanity betray; 
| 1 am indeed, what others only play. 


Though many are its faults, at leaſt tis New. 


No ſmuggled, pilſer d ſcenes from France we ſhew, 


vir 1 'Tis Englih—Engliſh, ſurs !—from top to toe. 


3UE |. 


From real life my little cloth is fill'd. 


For culling ſimples, but whoſe ſtage- ſtruck mind 


Nor fate Cound Ld nor his dentures bind. 


To melt that Rack of Rocks,—the critic's . 


Thus far myſelf ;—The farce comes next in view; 


| "Though coarſe my colours and my hand unſkiFd, 


My hero is a youth,—by fate deſign'd 4% } 


. 
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1 Whereprentic'd- kings—alarm the eaping freer! : 
There Brutus ſtarts and ſtares by midnight taper ; | 
| Who all the Day enacts—a woollen-draper. .| 
There Hamlets ghoſt ſtalles forth with doubled 
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The ſpirit too, clear'd from bis as white, 4 


Not young attornies—have this rage withſtood, 
But change their pens for  TnonenSONs, ink 


And (range reverſe !) die for their country's 3 J. | 


To bring em back to reaſon, — and their Syoe, 
| To raiſe a harmleſs laugh was all my aim, 


Indulge this firttling,—let me but BEGIN, 


„„ 


A * there is * ſuch young Qui xots meet; J . 
Tis calPd the SPOUTING-CLUB ;—a glo-“ 


ious treat! 


fiſt: 


Cries out with hallow voice. Ei, 255 0 12 , 1 
- And frĩghtenꝰ 8 Denmart's prince— a young s to- 


bacconiſt. 


Rifes—a haberdaſher to the ſignht! 


for BLooD; 


Through all the town this folly you may trace; 8 
Myſelf am witneſs— tis a common caſe. . 

Tue further proofs, could ye but think I wrong ye; 3 
Lock round — you'll find — outing . 


5 * 3 


To check theſe heroes, and their wank crop, 


And if I ſhun contempt, —I ſeek not FAME. 


Nor nip n me—in the — of the fin; 
Some 


17 This night, for want of better ſimile, 8 
- I Let this our theatre a tavern be:. 


| Hence for the choiceſt ſpirits low Champaign ; + I 
| Whoſe ſparkling atoms ſhoot thro” every vein, | 
Then mount in magic Vapours to thi enraptur d 


t 1 


4 * Some hopes T cheriſh in ya SMILES I read. 


em; 


| Wan my — — your candour can exceed : 


0 motesdemebenenen — 1 . 
PROLOGUE to the Winter's Tale, and 


Catherine and Petruchio. (Both from 


* GARRICK. 


N Te. various things the tag has bee compar, _ 


As apt ideas ſtrike each humourous bard : 


The poets vintners, and the waiters we. 


| So as the cant, and cuſtom of the trade i is, 0 
| You're welcome Gem min, kindly welcome Ladies: 


To draw in cuſtomers, our Bills are ſpread, 


| You cannot miſs the fign, *tis Shakeſpear's head. 

| From this ſame head, this fountain-head divine, 
For different palates ſprings a different wine! 

| In which no tricks, to ſtrengthen, or to thin em 


Neat as imported—no French brandy in *em— 


brain | [ 


n Written and Fn. oy 


: Hence 
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Who catch at words, and catching fall e "x 
Who in the ſtorms of paſſion —hum,—and pol, 2 
For ſuch, our maſter will no liquor draw— > 
So blindly thoughtful, and fo darkly read, SY 
* take Tom Durffy 85 for the Shakeſpear” $ bead. 


ts] 


| Hence flow for martial minds ed firong, 


And ſweet love potions, for the fair and young. 


1 For you mp hearts of oak, for your regale, Te. 
"4 [the upper gallery. | 
There 5 good old 228115 ſtingo, mild and ſtale. 
For high, luxurious ſouls with luſcious {mack : = 
: There” s Sir John Falffaff, is a butt of ſack : 
And if the ſtronger liquors more invite ye; 
Bardolpb is gin, and Piſtol aqua vita. 

But ſhould you call for Fal/taff, where to find din | 
He's a gone — nor left one cup of ſack behind him. 
Sunk in his elbow- chair, no more hell roam; ) | 
No more, with merry wags, to Eaftcheap come; 
ne jeſt, and laugh, ane give his 


As for the learned critics, grave and FURY 


A vintner once acquired both praiſe ard g gain, 
Aid fold much Perry for the beſt Champaign, 
Some rakes, this precious ſtuff did ſo allure; 


They drank whole nights — what's that — when 2 


wine is pure? 


Come fill a bumper, Jack will my Lau '$ 


Here's cream]! — dama'd fine! — + 5 = 
upon my word * . | 


Se 


233er 4 


8 compredends Gree years, 


9 1 


Sie William, what ſay you? — The bet, believe 


me 


EF In this—Eh Fack—the devil can't deceive me. 
Thus the wiſe critic too miſtakes his wine, 


Cries out with lifted hands, tis great !—divine ! 


g Then jogs his neighbour, as the wonders ſtrike 


him; 


This Shakeſpear + J Shakefpear !—ob there's nothing - 


like him ! 
In this night's various and enchanted cup, 


Some little Perrys mixt for filling up. 


The five long acts from which our three are taken, 
Stretch'd out to ® ſixteen years, lay by, forſaken. | 


| Left then this precious liquor run to waſte, 
Tis now confin'd and bottled for your taſte. 


ö Tis my chief wiſh, my joy, my only plan, 
1 To laſeno drop of that immortal man. X 


„ The aden of the Winters Tal, as mrtten by aaf, L 


| 


CO 0 0 OO ˙ 1 OR ORE PI: ² ꝙÄ oo nr ns rs 


— — 


* 
— ũꝗœ— i.. i—-˖!—ĩũ4 —ĩͤ% 


—ů —— 


— 


LY 


* 
— — — 


* 
oc xv — —ᷣ— 


